THE DIG SON

From "nasty, brutish, cruel" theory you born,
Or from "greedy and fear" you born somesay,
Or for "good and joy", intention you born,
Or for "better and seif-sacrifies" you born,
How you born, why you born, when you born?
Oh, my dear Big Son, inseparable.

Within seconds after your unknown birth,

With human or inhuman instinct,

Wide span of elements five within,

Command nature and conduct of mankind,

If it is bitter cold, try for heat,

If it is rain, try for felts,

If it is wind fierce, try for wall,

If it is severe heat, try for shade,

If it is hungry, fry and digest

All are thwart for your well existence,

Oh my dear Big Son, unperishable,

You dance according to the tune of nature,
Linger unsteady and toss about,
Deprive or disorder from plus to minus,
Degenerate and degrade around,
Because human flesh, rotten and fetid,